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Until you see the wneel barrow and the white chickens, 
you ain't gonna see anything else. 


Joel Oppenheimer 
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this, 
‘for the bear 
who is my nete 
work of stars 
in any sea= 
son's skies; 
if I 
mi ght 
be such 
@ bear 
as this, 


polar 


Steve Allgood 


As I sat silently in the back 

You could not see the erruption. 
You asked me to enter Whitman's fire 
Ani demanded I open my soul 
To bleed before the public eye. 
If-I was able to fit the patterns 
To place .in the tangible world 
My passions cf pein and power and 

: hate; 

And if you were able to feel 
As you read my measured words, 
The stoppage of breath; 
The tracing of a tear; 
That marks the masterpiece poetry 
Do you believe your tribute repays 
The raping of my soul? 


‘Aftermath- 


As my anger filled the page 
My palms grew dry again.. 


M. L. Bowden 


BARBER-POLE 


the 


candy 

-cane 
eaten 
constant 


Will Hasolden 


tired old blackman 

pulls on his salt and pepper beard 
and adjusts an oily cap 

surveying the city 

and observing the 

blond black blossoms of the evening. 
same as every night 

ebony so ebony is 

blue first 

black green next 

black red last 

black neon flashing light 

flashing motel 

flashing movie 

flashing topless dancers 

3 dollar cover charge. 


tired old man pulis beard and blows 

cold breath white 

on New Year's Eve 

takin' in the city and reminiscing 

on a New Year's past snow and slush 

on a New Year's past apartment fired 

on a New Year's past drug bust and call-girl’ clearout 
on a city's passing faces cnanging shape 

but not general description 


tired old blackman blows white breath 

and laufhs to himself on New Year's Eve 

for all the past years.- 

not really having o wonder what the New Year will bring, 
but ready all the seme, 

taking the last swig off the Christmas bottle 

always saved for this evening 

for this special time of year. 

the only holiday ritual past, 

he moves slowly to nis snoe shine stand 

and flicks on the light 

luminating the frost and 

making one more contribution to the city 

to the nignt 

and to the New Year. 

Not quite Guy Lombardo's 

but then again, there are no champagne bottles 

and confetti falling on street corners in the inner city 


Dawn Clark 


Pythons 
‘dangling in trees 
have a job to do 
Like me. 


Kitty 

licking cream 

off whiskers. 

Once, long ago, 

it would have been blood. 
Kitty 

never lets me forget, 


Steven J. Kunkle 


le. 


2. 


RITUAIS FOR THE RAINY SEASON 


"I painted bones because there were no flowers." 
Georgia O'Keeffe 


There is a need 

to reveal structure, to show 

how things are formed, are framed, 
what holds the weight remains 

as the surface is eroded. 


I painted the bamboo because there were no bones 

or flewers; the rains, the bamboo forest breathing 
through the house lush as muscatel, the walls sweating 
with afternoon. I painted it bene white with Latex 
Enamel Housepaint guaranteed to cover in one coat, it 
took two. Then I lashed the stalks together to form 
frames, hollow white, I tried to weave the rain, my 
voice, old canvas into bone cocoons. 


When I awoke in the night I could see your face, the 
blankets pulled chin high and moving rhythmically. 

I wanted to trace the slow angle of your neck jointed 
like a boy's, the sharp jut of your scapula that 
lifted blade my tongue tasting your beached back. 

In the morning the rains again in earnest stippled 
the tin roof. The drums would not stop. 


Our conversation became sparse, the holes caused 

by the rains or by the silence that gathered in our 
spines. I could see it in your eyes reedy as esparto 
grass. I folded fanlike into myself. 


If I could tell you 

these shivers that shake the bed 

are frem the chill of solitude, if 

Z could turn the fear the rain the anger 
into the colors that you need, 

if I still knew the language 

as well as the rituals, 

I would place these bundles of white bamboo 
in the corners of our room. 

This is the frame. I love you. 


Susan Gardels 


Air--oxygen rouge, 
An iciness that fires cheeks 
into ruddy embernessas. 


A tingle ensues. 
Sparked flames of ignition streak 
across a face's whiteness, 


Flushes of wintery hues, 
Sunset colors .snowy peaks} 
cold vibrance removes all paleness, 


Faces-e-hills; both accrue the 
glowing radiance we seek, and 
find, in nature's frigidness.. 


Amy Drees 


ONLY LIGHT CASTS SHADOWS 


Men. 
Climb that tree with her, 
Let her catch your spear of ice, 
Let it grip her skin 
_ And tear the whiteness 
From the whiteness. 
Let her fingers grasp 
The narrow clefts, 
Pulling upward 
Against the rock, 
Rousing snake’ 
And breathing blizzard, 
: Pulling upward 
To a ridge 
In the cold 
Where eyelids 
jammed open with sleet 
Lie still 
Against white pillow cases 
Feathered black inside, 


Women *=-. 
Don't sit in burnt-cut shades 
Of moving wings. 
Those batted caves! 

Make shadows of your own! 

Find the jagged piece 

And lift up over it, 
Or fall back to your death, 
For you deserve the worst of it! 
Yes, you deserve the light, 

For only light casts shadows, 


. 


Janeen Teylor 


FRIENDS 


Tobiah lived within the oaks, 

And drank the nectar many years 

‘From cups of music, sport and restful scenes, 
Brimming views of human things. 

And Eras was a friend 

Who also lived inside the sphere 

Encompassing the wood. 


Spending time and losing time 

Were all the same to them. 

They'd put off sleep to play some cards. 

Deal the spades or deal the hearts! 

"Let's drink some tea.” 

Or sometimes gin. 

And working for eternity on some infernal thing. 


But 

In the summers 

Red-winged birds would visit 

From another time and space. 

And Tobiash went away one day 

To live in times of wind-born friends. 
To drink the sea. And sometimes tea. 
And hoping for eternity 

To play its unknown tune. 


And Eres had to move, 
Restless for companionship, 
To find another game cof cards 
At times of night unrealized, 


Such ill-timed birds! 

False-hearted birds, 

To break these two 

That were so matched in time to have 
At loast some happiness of harmony 
Possessed in shades : 

Of all the years of trees. 


Janeen Taylor 


POEM FOR SALLIE NIXON 


Owl-eyed mentor, your 
words have soothed me, sent me on 
to prowl wilderness. 


TMS 


Nothing left 
to peint with 
but ashes. 


TMS 


Oh pretty love 
my witty love 
I love to love your toes 


And hang on trees 
buzz bumble bees 
to tickle with a rose: 


And romp red sun 
for noon-day fun 
with nectar from a hose 


From Golden heights 
of night twilight _ 
to early dawn repose 


Oh pretty love 


my witty love 
I love to love your toes, 


Dawn Clark 


“SURPRISE IN A BOOKSTORE 


Between 
the new best-sellers 
and 
the occult section 
where 
pious women permit 
themselves 
certain educational impieties, 
there 
she looked 
at the same book 
as I, 


Will Haselden 


BEER CAN 


Sometimes 

you are an object cf great passion 
and don't act so innocent, 

sitting there 

Shiny and innate 

wearing beads of condensation as a cloak. 
With you in hand 

I can hear the past 

and view the future, 

with Anticipation and Anxiety, 

I conquer you.’ 


A few regrets remain. 


Steven J. Kunkle 


it had taken hours. 
to get around 

it had teken me 
hours 

to get around 

to asking would you 


betray me 7 


you had replied in 


& heartbeat - 


Steve ALgood 


YVONNE'S POEM: 


‘hie 


"T have borne/tirthed 
fruitful dreans 
unknown to yous." 

We'eare such stuff... 


26 


I see you 
enidst the mltitudes 
(I wae once there) -- 
You are 
as dreams are mode on 
a myth 
I have sought 
to abort 
Bines birta. 
You sce me 
en imposition 
in your life 
not haunting, persistent 
like mirrored reflections: 
our little lives are rounded. 


a 


I have tested two worlds; 
you live in one. 

I am sorry you were not 
invited to this dance. 
I em sorry 
you were invited 
by a sleep. 


ee TMS 


RIPPLIN WATERS | 


Watching only the waters flow, 
heading for larger bodies 
growing with each connection, 
Observing how it travels, over, under 

winding down further I 
know where, 
How cool and calm, waiting to join 
‘his larger cousins, and the 
useful play we orice had together, 
‘As you are now youth I once was, and 
the times were good end many. 
The strsam of your waters runs in me 
as thy ovm blood, me the youtn 
of ‘this stream and mary more, 


John Grinnell 


SEPARATION 
(after the Japanese ot Yukio Sekii) 


Afternoon, day of the separation. 
Even the tile roof was warm 

And shining. 

My friend's face was 

Gentle, looking at me. 


However, 
Now / i’am alone. 


The night breeze takes 

Everyone eisc far away in sleep. 

It is loud outside my window. 

Ah, I am following the sightless breeze! 


Zaware,. Zawa. Zaware, 


Trees are cold and weeping. 
I'm out of sight of anything. 


Evening fronts my closed eyes; 

I have no certainty. 

This afternoon sayonara took away 

My certainty. 

Not even a demon's whistle can change this. 


--Ronald H,. Bayes 


ELITORIAL -- SNAKE SHAKES 


When I returned to Laurinburg to school the other-- 
evening, I had no idea of all the hassies that were 
about to happen. It all started on December 29 when 
I went to Carolina Piological Supply in Burlington 
and ended up purchasing a female boa constrictor to 
breed with my male boa I've had for 6% years now. 

When I arrived at CBS and slammed my hand in the 
car door, I must have said fifteen Hell Marys and some 
stuff I made up. I ended up getting stitches in my 
hand for that. To get back to the story, when I came 
back to school with the two'serpents in a cloth sack 
and dumped them in my old cage, I failed to realize 
the light fixture on top of the tank was loose. 

The next day when an old friend came over, I 
probably said, "You want to see my new critters?" No 
sooner had I said that than I looked in the cage and 
there was only one snake, the female. The other person 
in the room, oblivious to the fact I even had a new 
snake, wondered why I started crawling on the floor 
looking under everything for that dumb snake. I said, 
"I got a new boa, but it's gone." Turning, as I faced 
her, I barely heard her say one word as she flew out the 
door, and that was "Bye!" 

The entire day and evening was spent turning up my 
room in desperation looking for that 5% foot "elcngated 


reptile." The search was in vain. As I was trying to sink 


into much needed sleep that evening, my eyes did not 
want to close. Even though I raised it from a baby, 
and had it since 1972, there is still something fright- 
ening about a big snake stalking your bedroom at night. 
These kinds of snakes are nocturnal anyway, and that 

is what gave me the willies. 

Yesterday, when I returned from class, I opened 
the door and there he was making his way across the 
floor. As slick as flarlin Perkins, I scooped up the 
reptile and threw him back in the cage with his mate. 
Today, I got the light fixture fixed. I haven't nailed 
the fixture in yet, but I had to write this editorial. 
Now as I am writing, with a sigh of relief, I glance 
over to check on the snakes, and ~- oh God -- both are 


gone! 


Pat McNeely 


SLEEPY TIME 


I llve the sound of a Sunday morning rainfall, 
When I, so warm and cozy in my bed, 

Refuse to stir my sleepy self at all, 

So I just pull the sheets up over my head. 


The cruel and glaring sun which usually wakes me 

Must hide its face behind the soothing clouds} 

They let the sun's light penetrate them softly, 

All thick and gray as they blanket the sky in shrouds. 


I hug my pillow to myself and yawn, 

And think of all the work I'll have to cram. 
But I've been used to getting up at dawn <= 
It's Sunday morning. I don’t give a dam! 


The drippings of the crystal drops of rain, 
Whick sounds so peaceful to the human ear,.- 
Is sweet enouzh to mesmorize my brain, 

And lull me back to sleep as I lie here 


A song is gently floating through my mind 

A song composed of only one refrain. 

This melody is not the waking kind}; 

It's the soft incessany trickling of the rain. 


Ed Crews 


TMS 
“BREATHING SPACE" 


1. The Encounter 

The mechanical regularity of her breathing reminded her of an 
automated bellows, if there was such a thing. It was nice, really, 
to have the function taken away from her for awhile: a respirator 
they calied it, this machine that breathed. Its arm-like tubing 
reached down her nose to her throat, rendering her literally spseche 
less. She grinned to herzelf as she surveyed the tube : it looked 
like a Glad straw, all blue and white striped. So this was intensive 
care. 

She felt pain << she felt high, too. She watched the time move” 
4n elow motion on the clock at the foot of her bed ~~ 8:00, 8:35, 
8:30. A surge of exhilaration swept over her at the contradiction 
of the situation: she was both mors dependent and more independent 
than she had ever been. She needed no human in order to survive, 


only machines. Then he walked in -- "I'm here to beat on you," ha 


These respiratory therapists were all pretty mch the same 
chatty and nenchalant --~ party talk while they povnded on you. She 
teased them about being sadists. Hs seemed different -- tall and 
gawky, he had rambled in, surmised she was incapable of talking, 
end had cut the convarsation attempts to a minimum. She was bored <= 
one-sided spsech was better than nothing at all and certainly better 
then ths sound of his pusmeling her back with cupped hands. "That's 
enough for tonight," he interrupted her thoughts, "are you comforte 


able?" 


"I'm over on my side too far," she mouthed. 


“What, you want to be more on your back?" 


"But your doctor says you're supposed to stay on this side.® 

"Oh, please," sho argued with her eyes, "I'm in pain." 

"I really shouldn't be doing this," he half-grumbled, half. 
shouted es he rolled her onto her back « little ways. It wam't 
enough to relieve her, but he hed elready sauntered out, "What 
a jerk," she thought and called for the nurse, trying to plead her 


case with her eyes. 


2. The Réskouinyg 

"I think we should just be friends." 

The words fell like raindrops in the silence of her room on 
pediatrics. "Weill, I mean, I wam't sure exactly what you had in 
mind," he continued. 

"You are a little old for me, you Imow," she spouted coyly, 
“so, friends it is." She was proud of herseifs she kmew her cal 
delivery of the words didn't reveal that she was alternately levgh- 
ding end screaming inside. Just who did he think he was, automstice 
ally assuming that she was trying to seduce hin, or worss yet, that 
sie was another poor little gyll who had a crush on him? The first 
idea made her chuckle aloud -- she had never considered herself a 
VAKETe oe 


She noticed he was speaking agains "I'm independent, seo; I'xi 
not married; I've never been married; I probably never will be mare 
ried; I'm, uh...” 

",.independent. Yesh, you told me that." I've only asked him 
to dinner, she thought, you would think I'd asked him to marry ms. 
(The thought had crossed her mind once while che was still in intens- 
ive cara. Her gown hed fallen off when he turned her on her 
side -- it was one of their more intimate moments. It would 
have made a grsat intrcduction for "The Newlywed Game:" "Well, 

I mot my husband..."). He was, without a doubt, one of the most 
exasperating men she had ever mown. And yet...there was somes 
thing. Jill, her morning therapist, used to date hin (he had 
been the topic of conversaticn once during treatment). "He's 
worth it,® Jil said. And the simple statement hit home with 
her, for she had sensed it, too, behind his ‘eyes, though she 
wasn't sure what "it" was. 

She didn't really think of him once she was moved to pedie 
atrics. Har first night In the room, with Dumbo painted on the 
door and a strange yellow mobile hanging from the telovision set, 
was punctuated with lonsliness. Then, late, he came to visit, to 
read her poetry as he had promised ee he didn't understand it, but 
he was trying. She had seen it then, the glimmsr. He had come 
again one evening and the regret that sprang from his eyes when 
emergency called him ewey intrigued her. His third visit, they 


watched soms TV together, ciscussed a fow books and their mutual 


fascination with the concentration camps of World War II. Their 
visits were brief, but important to her ~~ so important that when, 
after 13 days of lying on her back and sides, she was able to eit 
up again for an hour, sno wented him to shere in her pride. 

Tonight, when: her doctor hsd told her that she could return 
homs the next day if she could sleep without oxygen, she Imsw ahe 
must find-him. She had failed once, returned to the mask. This 
tine she was sure she could do it. She wes less sure that she 
could do without him. It was crazy: she wasn't in love, only 
she couldn't bear the thought of losing touch with this myster- 
ious creature. 

"Sc, I'll seo you next Tuesday, 6330, your house for dinner, 
right?" 

. "Yeah." She smiled. 


WHICH WAY 


A cancer that flows in and out 
knowing the odds, taking 
the risks. 

Being apart of e1}2 the situations as 
they develop with only the 
realization of our mistakes. 

Wondering who's next on the list of 
endless retrails. 

The divine judges not thee, but those 
who judge his greatness, ‘ 

Waiting 

Worrying 

Pleading 

Repenting 

all parts of the humanist 

as he travels throughout the moral 
standards of life, 

Which way say'th he, 


John Grinnell 


WINO'S MORNING 


One gulp, 

making sure he survived the night. 
Three more, 

because the sun's too bright. 
Five.sivs, 

to numb an aching back. 

One more, 

then check a nearby sack. 


Another yesterday's friend is gone.... 
never knew his name. 

A stretch, 

A yawn. 


Cars and buses bark and howl. 
His breakfast dry, 

he starts to prowl. 

And in the midst of stumbling, 
searching for a snack, 

he suddenly remembers; 

there was indeed, 

a sip more breakfast, 

in that nearby sack. 


Robert McWhorter 


LA MORTE DE NATURE 


into a door for which there is no opening 
a darkness followed fiame 
found you*fad come back 
Openmouthed as before 
Seated and smoking 
well dressed 
well spoken 
well luved 
stil] nude 


Steve Aligood 


RHB ’ 


Deep 
beneath the waves 

(swimming slowly) 
is Charley Tuna 
sporting shades and cool cool Gucchis. 
"Sorry, Charlie, We want tune that taste 
good, not tuna with good tas y 


Poor poor Charley Tuna, with hi 
Swiss accounts in Atlantis, and groping groupies. 


Steven J, Kunkle 


TOURIST TOWN 


Tonight 

they're streaming out of the 
Rat World 

all big-earred balloons 

and money 
so much 


that I can't stand 
each waitresses smile 


they shouldn't be here 
it's mine 

was and is 
gcddammit 


I hate their licanse plates, 


Will Haselden 


there you lie 
your passoins spent 
and I, next to your side 
alone with my brave pride 
alone 
though you touch me. 
a moment to dread the years to come 
to mourn the years that passed me by. 
was it worth never having to try... 
to forever live without quenching this yearning 
to long for the man who never will be returning 
waiting, praying for that day 
when this lonliness will somehow be turned awayeeces 
never to believe 
forever thinking of being deceived, 
the lightning flashes across the room 
lighting up tne silver drops on the walls, 
the skies tremble, 
the clouds can drain their grief, 
they'll cry the tears 
throughout thease lonely years. 


Margaret Ewart 


take mass minds 

mass desires 

to be lead 

teuch them no identity 
teach them self-less love 
teach them patience 

and help them wait to die. 


give them empty dreams 

left with empty pockets 
compartmentalize their lives 
with chants and prayers 

for things they can never see, 


let them have no Knowledge 

of Truth 

for truth would show that there is no heaven 
for those who have no minds. 

Instead give them kool-aid communion 

to join their bodies with their minds 

and put the world in awe 

for the complete tragedy 

of these no lives 

waiting to die. 


Dawn Clark 


enter the fatman 


two thieves & 
a fatman 

in an 
Z0b6 Lost 
stole hearts 


drove out weat 
advice from the fatman 

get lost 

steal hearts 

drive out west 
what bappened 

got shot 


beat heads 


drove out west 


automobile 


Steve Allgood 


Said the Fat Man's Wifs 


"Chew on lard 
You hungry thing." 


1 
-Tonight I wish 
I was with you. 
Tomorrow I hope 
I wish the same, 


2 

I see the taste 

of thoughts and you, 
Daydream nights 

into Tuesday afternoons. 


I would slesp tonight, 
but I feel rosted, 
Tomorrow's here, 

that Tuesday afternoon. 


Already I have warmed up 
without running there, 


"Sneakers, sneakers 
Poker eaters, 
Stomach that 

You fat man." 


PRIVATE DAN 


This poem is a modern version of Thomas Hardy's "Drummer 
Hodge." Hardy's poem is a lament for an English soldier 
killed in the Boer War. “Private Dan" is a lament for 
an American soldier killed in the Vietnam conflict, 


1 


They tossed pieces of Private Dan, a 
man turned statistic, 
Into the wind~rippled savanna 
that strokes Chuine Annamitique; 
And napalm drops like devils! manna 


raping reeds once majestic,- “ie 
2 
,Fair Dan the Soldier died before noon G 


his first day away firom Maine; 

He never knew the driving monsoon 
never felt its icy pain 

Nor macheted mazed thickets of bamboo, 
yet this land holds his bloodstain, 


3 


For a South Vietnemese fragment 
feir Dan is integrally, 

His New England heritage now lent 
to Asia permanently; 

And driving monsoons scatter reeds bent, 
‘cloaking him eternally. 


Amy Droes 


MA BELL 


456-7995 

the rates are cheaper after five 

dial person to person without assistance 
miles of wire bring me your presence. 


Phone booth conversations 
nighttime giggles 
long-distance embraces 


the operator's intruding voice 

"i'm sorry, your time's expired, 
please deposit two more dimes 

or disconnection will be required." 
The clang of coins against metal. 


The machine swallows twenty cents 
and belches for more after three minutes. 


Grafitti on the walls, 
pageless directories, 
the mysticism of Superman 
and push-button melodies. 


Ma Bell, General Tel, Southern Bell, 
Alexander's unweaned child 

the public feeds you; continually doling out 
dimes for your culinary satisfaction. 


I have no more dimes 

to add to your obesity 

disconnect me as you please 

and devour the coins of the people in line. 
Go to hell, Ma Gluttonous Bell. 


Amy Dreés 


ORPHANED 


An infant of love, illicit, 
‘Her mother in disgrace, 

a child of joy, 

4 Slap in the face, 

Kick her when she's down, 
but give this babe a place, 
show her how to care, 

for I leave without a trace. 


Margaret Ewart 


. ROACHES 


antennae quivering, 
they slowly advance 
searching 


light! 
they dart into crevices 
the dark is safe 
for hiding 


darkness returns 
-so do they 
they cannot resist 
groping 


Ed Crews 


Sarah White 
"Nothing but Trouble". 


Chapter Four 


Transparent curtains ruffled in the warm breeze 
and reflected the bright moon like a kaleidoscope void 
of color, The old Swiss-made clock struck the midnight 
hour, Jessica stared.at the ceiling over the bed, ex- 
citement teasing her mind, 

"Jess, you sleep?" Aunt Mary spoke from her-old 
iron bed across the room, 

"Not me, Too excitea," 

"Figured you would be. Sure you want to go?" 

"Of course, He's my husband, We belong together." 
"Suspose so." 
"Tell me, Aunt Mary, how come you never married?" 


"Me? Ain't no man on God's earth I'd heave, Ain't 


nothing but trouble, Got enough of that without having 
man-trouble, too," She wadded the pillow up under hep 
head and gave it a whack with her small fist. 


' she teased. 


"Come on Aunt Mary, level with me,’ 
"You knew youtd love to have a men to kiss and hug you, 
now wouldn't you?" 
"No-siree=bob, Men ain't no good. Two-faced, Be- 
fore they get you, honey could melt in their mouth they 
is so sweet, But after they get you hooked it's a dif- 
ferent story; They do what they want to. Poor woman 
ain't got a chance." 
"All men's not like that." 
—- !No?" 
"Yo,. Anyway, can't believe you never had a boyfriend," 
_.gDidn't say thet," 

Roh, then you did have a boyfriend once, Tell me about 
him.: What was he like?" Jessica's curiosity had been sparked 
“#Men aintt no good." Aunt Mary repeated, ignoring the 
question, "My pa run off when I was a baby, Left ma to 

devas floors to feed us," 


& 
tHe never came back? 


a ee 


‘Enope. Probably never thought of us agein, just like 


=~ 


aman. Ma died when I was twelve, worked herself to death.” 


Her voice was edged with regret. 


"That's bad, and you had no other relatives?” 

"Nope," 

"Then who took care of you?" 

"Nobody. Went to work for a family for bed and 
board, 

"You quit school?" 

“Hed to, Anyway folks wéreh't particular about 
schooling in my day. Woman didn't need much learning to 
take care of younguns." 

"Is thet what you did, living with that family?" 

"Yep. From the very day my ma was put in the ground," 
Curtains rippled in the soft wind, 

"Must have been hard on you, being so young.” 

"Never young, not me." Sadness tempered her speech. 
"Went right to work for a women with a pile of kids. Had 
one every nine months, Everybody tried to keep her man 
avay from her after she birthed a baby. But somehow he'd 
get to her and nine months later another baby popped out. 
Made up my mind then and there, weren't no man going to 
make no baby machine out of me, Never did neither,” 

j"Oh come on Aunt Mary," Jessica laughed, "you're 
kidding me. You know you'd love to have an old man to 
worry over," 


+ 


"Like you Pa, I suspose?" 


"No, like my Bill, He's ea wonderful guy. I still 
get lightheaded when he holds inc close and whispérs in 
my ear. So handsome, too. Can't figure out how I ever 
got him." 

‘Huh, Looks ain't everything." 

"I know things have been rough but it's different 
now, Bill's going to stop drinking and we're both going 
to try real hard this time." The children laying beside 
her moved in their sleep, 

"You might. He wont. Can't iearn a dog new tricks. 
Better stay here and get a job," 

"And who's going to hire a pregrant woman?" She 
smoothed the sheet over her protruding stomach, 

"Ain't going to pregrant forever. Know you don't 
like ‘staying here, Could fix up your grandpa's old house, 
live there," 

"It takes monev to support a family. I couldn't make 
enouch," 

{Your ma and patd help." 

"T wouldn't ask him for anything." Her voice was un- 
steady. 

Well, how about me?" 

"You?" 


"Ain't rich, Got some money saved up, Got my old age 


pension every month. You're welcome to it. Don't need 
much myself," 

"I couldn't take your money. I have no way to pay 
you back." 

"Don't need to," 

"You're too good to me, Aunt Mary. I appreciate it 
but I have to try again with Bill. You understand, don't 
your" 

“"Suspose so.” 

"And as soon as wa get settled, I'll send for you." 

"Never happen." ‘Her lip curled in childish pity. 

"Sure it will. Bring everthing you got and live 
with us forever." 

"All I got is that old trunk." Aunt Mary's eyes 
came:to rest on the half-hidden trunk in one corner of 
the room, "Belonged to my ma," She said thoughtfully, 
"“Got-all my valuables in it," 

twhat kind of valuables?" 

'Things Ma give me. Other things too. Like Ma, 
don't throw nothing away." 

tr lkmow."' She remembered Aunt Mary's ball of twine 
that:grew whenever she found a loose string, "Got ea pic- 
ture of your parents?" 


"Just Ma. Never saw one of my pa, Never knowed what 


he looked like." 

"That's too bad. How about your boyfriend, got a 
picture of him?" 

."Better gets some sleep now," she said, facing the 
wall. "Be morning before you know it. Need your rest 
for the trip, tommorrow." 


The clock struck the hour once more, 


F. SCOTT MUST HAVE KNOWN MOM- 


Mother was the only woman I know who could receive 
a proposal on April Fool's Day and believe it. And for 
that matter, Daddy the only one who'd believe her. A11l 
we can do is hope they weren't kidding; my three brothers 
and I being four little April Fool's jokes. 

It was Nanny who had the whole situation in focus. 
She had spent the evening up on Mom's floor in Townsand 
dorm tutoring all the young men, who happened by the 
finer points of poker. This is the same woman who upon 
finding Mom in the back bedroom bath committing the un- 
thinkable sin of smoking quickly shut the door and, after 
warning Mom never to say a word to Granddaddy, begged 
Mom to teach her how to inhale. 

Nanny had seen them pull up in front of the old 
stone dorm. The world will lie in wonder at what in- 
spired her as she turned and betted the whole room at 
He was down there proposing to her little girl at that 
very moment. She was met with a chorus of takers because, 
after all they'd only known each other three months and 
poor ole Bill didn't have two nickles to rub together. 

He was just back from war and planning on grad school and 
all. 

Enter Mother trembling and dazed. Her condition did 
not improve any after she exclaimed, "Mama you'll never 
guess what happened." Before she could finish speaking 
Nanny was collecting the boys' money. That's how they 


paid for the wedding, though Mother denies it. 


And poor Daddy, the things he went through. He 
worked all summer at Mr. Tate's boy's camp to pay for 
the ring. While Mom made al] the arrangements in her 
hometown of Paris, Tennessee Daddy was under heavy 
scrutiny by the whole of Henry County because he was 
marrying Dr. Joe's daughter and not just anyone would 
do. 

Tommy Roe had written from Monroe to say he had 
heard she was marrying a soidier boy. He even dropped 
by to check Dad out but a picture was all the introduc- 
tion Mom could offer. She explained that Dad would be 
up next week and she was sorry Tommy would have to be 


in Monroe. Mother was a naive woman. 


So, here comes Dad riding the train up to Paris 
the next week quietly reading the Morning Pressimeter. 
When suddenly at the Damtre stop, a seemingly crazed 
young man boarded the train. He entered the car and 
began grabbing men and staring intently into their 
faces only to release them and move on. ‘He came to a 
stop in front of Dad. He stroked hig chin a few seconds, 
considering carefully, declared "You'll do." and was gone. 
Daddy spent the rest of the trip staring back at the 
faces at the other end of the car and trying to read an 


upside-down paper. 


M. L. Bowden 


children dressing 

up for a tea 

party, we tie 

our ties, present 

ourselves 
presentably, 

presently, pressing 


do you know how 
long it'ts been since 
i had a book perty?. 


signing, with love, 
the press of people,- 
it's been a long, 
long time. 
thanks 
for the memory. 


Joel Oppenheimer 


